THE PEACEFUL SUBURBAN RETREAT AT DACCA
reminiscences of the old Asram would weave for us
illusions incompatible with the noise and dust of modern
life. There was not the false glitter of aristocracy here ;
all people, disciples or no disciples, were equally welcome ;
the Master addressed them in the language, for which they
waited, and in all things, put himself on a level with them.
The beloved old disciples of the Master reconcile them-
selves to what obtains now, and love to fly on the holy
wings of imagination to the past in quest of the aroma,
which may persist, even when the rose has withered.
To-day the only link with the past is perhaps the Master's
little hut—the Bhajan Kutir, and it has since been very
carefully preserved. Although the same old trees that
gave shelter to the Master and his disciples, still stand,
and the same breezy rustling can be heard breaking the
solemn midnight silence, although externally everything
goes on all right, yet
It is not now as it hath been of yore ;
Turn wheresoever I may,
By night or day,
The things which I have seen, I now can see no more.
It was at this Asram that the Master himself wrote,
with a piece of chalk on the wall of his Bhajan Kutir, his
seven great commandments:—i. Never indulge in self-
praise. 2. Never speak ill of others. 3. Ahimsa is a
great virtue. 4. Have compassion on all. 5. Place
implicit reliance on the Shastras and the holy men.
0. Avoid, like poison, what is incompatible with the
tenets of the Shastras and the teachings of saints.
7. Egoism is the worst enemy.
These noble maxims are the brightest gems of truth
ensconced in all religions, and here, as elsewhere, the
Master appears as a great universal Teacher, for, negative
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